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He’s wrong or right, a fool or wit 
Juft as the multitude think fit : ’ 

His art, or whatfoe’er he refts'on 
By fools and knaves is call’d in ’q ueftion • 
And oft their wife determinations, ’ 
Abufe the bell of reputations ; 

With greedy ears the mob devour, 

And damn a million in an hour. 

Tray was a dog of fimple fkill, 

Yet happy in a right good will ; 

Lay balking in the mid-day fun, 

No harm he thought, no harm had done: 
When a ilrange hubbub lfruck his ears, 
And inftantly a mob appears ; 

Halloo ! they cry’d, halloo ! halloo ! 

Tray ran as fall as Tray could do : 

Thro’ many an alley, lane and llreet, 

In halte he ply’d his dubious feet; 

In every alley, llreet and lane, 

His enemies he found again. 
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Blood thirlly men, I yield my breath. 

Yet time will fure revenge my death ; 
Uncertain is this earthly Hate, 

And none can read the book of fate ; 

Yet fure I could expedt no lefs, 

Your a&s thro’ life, your minds exprefs : 
I’m but a dog, and not a brother, 

Yet. thus you hunt down one another. 
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The noife increas’d —men, boys and all, 
Fully determin’d of his fall ; 

With pitchfork, poker, tongs, or what 
They in the height of fury got : 

Some at his head, fome at his back. 

Began the defperate attack ; 

’Till mad indeed, he foam’d and bit. 

And hrove fuch ufage to acquit. 

But ah ! in vain, by all aflail’d. 

His ftrength decreas’d, his courage fail’d ; 
He funk, opprefs’d on every fide. 

Yet howl’d out this before he dy’d* 


